120      THE DON  FLOWS HOME
trodden by the bullocks he had all but impaled his wife
on a pitchfork,
Pantalekon limped home and lay down on the bed, He
felt a sucking pain in the pit of his stomach, and a yawning,
nausea rose in his throat, After supper he asked his wife to
get him some salted water-melon, Then he was attacked
by a shivering it, and could hardly make his way across tie
room to the stove, Towards morning he was tossing in
delirium, feverish with typhus, His lips cracked, his face
turned yellow, and the whites of his eyes were darkened
with a blue tinge, Old woman Drozdikha came and let his
blood, drawing two soup-plates of the thick black liquid
from his veins, But he did not return to consciousness:
Ms face went still whiter, and his mouth gaped as he gasped
heavily for air,